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2 CYERX X E. 5, King of Periz, hav) ing been Aten ditcom: Iited! {JV the Greece! 8. At: power 
began greatly to decline; which Artabanes, Commander of the Rov: Guards, pe rceiving, 
entertained hopes of ſacrificing all the royal family to his ambition, and by that method 
to aſcend the throne of . for which purpole, availins himtelf of the advant tage 
which his familiarity and friendſhip with the King gave bim, he entered, at dead of 
night, the apartment of Xerxes, and flew him. 


He afterwards fo irritated the voung Princes againſt one another, that Artaxerxes, one 
of them, cauſed his brother Darius to be ſlain, believing | nim the parricide, on ing to the 
artful infinuation of Artabanes. 


Nothing was then wanting to complete his deſigns, but the death of Artaxerxes; 
which Art banes having prepared, though by vaiious accidents delayed (which furnifh 
the epiſod. cal ornaments of this opera) "could not accompliſh, the treaſon being diſco- 
vered, and Artaxerxes preferred ; wiuch diſcovery and preicrvation form the principal 
ation ot the enſuing drama, 

Juſtin, lib. 3, cap. 1. 


The action is repreſented in and near the palace of the Kings of Perſia, in the city of 


Sula. 


| 
DRAMATIS PFERSONTDE. 


Artaxerxes, Prince, and afterwards King of Perſia, Friend to Arbaces, and in lore 
with Scmira. 


Artabanes, Generaliſſimo, and Favourite of the Royal Family; Father to Arbaces and 
Semira. 


Ar aces, Friend of Artaxerxes, in love with Mandane. 
R:n:exes, a General of the Army, and Confidant of Artabanes, 
Mandaue, Siſter to Artaxerxes, iu love with Arbaccs. 

Semira, Siſter to Arbaces, in love with Artaxerxcs. 


Nodes, Gaards, and Attendants, 


* — — —ͤ—ü— —— 
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ENGLISH 


OPER A. 


„ 
SCENE, . inner Garden belongiug 
lace of the King of Perſia. Moons li 


4a, 


20 the Pa- 
* t. 


Mandane aud Arbaces. 


Vir OTILL filence reigns around, ſuſpicion 
fleeps, 
And un perceiv'd you may eſcape theſe walls. 
+», Avieu, my love; O think on thy Al baccs. 
Man, Yet ſtav, ſweet youth; a few ſhort mi- 
nutcs ſtay. 
4r:. Ador'd Mandane, fee the dawn appears. 


DUET TINO, 


Fair Aurora, privthee ſtay; 

O retard unwelcome day 
Taink what anguith rends my breaſt ; 
Thus careſſiug, thus careſt; 

From the 1dol of my heart, 


C 


Freed at thy approach to part. 


Ard. Alas, thou Kno 12 that for 
thee, 

LALLY IV $71 

ne King, grear Xerxes, thy to rigid father, 

Ho banith'd me the palace; thould be krow, 

That, in defiarce of his ttcrn command. 


Lee picium'd to feale this garden wall, 


my love to 


How little would lover's plea avail, 
When thou, Lis daughter, coulaſt not move hi. 
pity. 
Nav. Thy noble father, mighty Artabanes, 
Difpoſes at his will the heart of Xerxes; 
And the young prince my brother, Artaxerxes, 
Brought up with thee in virtuous emulation, 
Honours * worth, and boaſts thy valued friend - 
ID} 
Their intereſt may ſoften his reſentment. 
Arb. Weak are their efforts, while his kingly 
pride 
Diſdains to rank a princeſs with a ſubject. 
Men. My ſpirits fink, my heart forgets to beat, 
I have not fortitude to bear thy loſs 
And mutt we part: — Then al good angels guard 
thec, 


Adicu, thou lovely youth; 
Let hope thy fears remove; 
Preſerve thy faith and truth, 
But never doubt my love. 


Exit. 


Ar». O cruel parting How can I ſurvive 
Divided thus from all that's ſweet and fair; 
From her, for whom alone I live. 


unter Artabancs, 
Art. Son, Arbaces, 
Arb. My father! 


A 2 Art. 


r 


Give me thy ſword. 
Sir, | obey. 
Here, take thon mine. 

Arb. Tis drench'd in blood. 

Art. Fly, hide it from all eyes; 

Xerxes, the king, this daring arm bath flain. 

Arb. Forbid it, heav'n. 

Art. O much-lov'd fon, | 
Thy treatment was the ſpur to my revenge — 
For thee I'm guilty. 

Arb. Would I had ne'er been born. 

Art. Let not weak ſcruples thwart my great 

deſign ; 
Perhaps Arbaces ſhall be king of Perſia, 
Arb. I'm all contuſion 
Art. No more—begone. 


Arb. O fatal day Unhappy, loft Arbaces. 


Amid a thouſund racking woes, 

pant, I tremble, and I fecl 

Cold blood from ev'ry vein diſtil, 
And clog my lab'ring heart. 


Art. 
Arb. 
Art. 


[Exit. 


Art. Be firm, my heart—In the purſuit of guilt, 
The firit advance admits not a retreat: 
The royal blood, to the laſt hateful drop, 
Mutt then be ſhed. Conſcience, thy checks are 

Vain 
The prince appears, — no art's my only refuge. 


Enter Artaxerxes, Rimenes, and Guards. 


Artax. Dear Artabanes, glad I meet thee here; 
I o . : J v% 1 * . * 
{ne prince demands thy countel, 
Tiry * val v! V: OE — 
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, + © * - 
9 3g I trem „ 511 — 


9 N ; 
4 315 GIIE I 


meton wants an explanation. 


* % 3 & * a _— * # #*® . ! * 
fd 1 $5. 4 Ca Lit 111 4\l * — I * der ny _— 441 es 
5 | 
Savagcly murder d 
1 F . * * 0 . 
Ari zh my ill-boding fears 
: a F * 2 
| 4 de 1 r : £ ? 'Y —— 
. 4 ? i — "I 1 r 55 7 
Is, 11 nothiug out a tather's blond 
Ally thy hear, and gUcacnh thy raging fever | 
tax. Well, I concerve—my iaithicis, cruel 


brother - [)4r1us -— 
* 


Ain. Who but he at dead of night could pe- 


1 


The palace? Who approach the royal bed ? 

Nay more, his known ambition 

Artax. Oh, if here lives a heart that ca! 
friend, 

Or feels compaſſion for his ſlaughter'd king, 

Quick let him bring the traitor to our preferice. 

Arta. That welcome taſk be mine 

Guards, fallow me. 

Airtax. Yet ſtay— 

Darius is the fon of Xerxes. 

Zirtab. Who kills the father is no more a ſon; 


Is me 


[ Garg, 


Behold on Lethe's diſmal ſtrand 

Thy father's troubled ſpirit tand! 
In his face what griet profound! 

Sec he rolls his haggard eyes: 

Hark —Revenge—Revenge—he cries ; 
And points to his itill-bleeding wound: 


Obey the call, revenge his death, 
And calm his ſoul that pave thee breath. 


* 


'E ul. 


Artaxerxes gains. Enter Semira, 


Sem, Stay, Artaxerxes, ſtay. 
Artax. Adieu, Semira. 
Sem. And doſt thou fly me? Go then, cruel ' 
prince, 
No more thall ill-tim'd fondneſs importune thee. 
Hrtax. Beauteous Semira, ſhould I longer iy, 
There's ſuch a ſyren ſweetneſs in thy voice, 
'Twou!d lull me to forget my filial duty. 
Sem. Away, ungratetul— 
Artax. Fir Semira, lovely maid, 
Ceaſe, in pity to upbraid ; 
Mo; oprrett but contant heart: 


Which my cruel ſtars impoſe ; 
- . 7 
Heaven, alas, has done its part. [Eat 


om. I fear ſome dread diſaſter— Say, Riments, 
What means this Fringe confuſion in the prinet 
Fim. Xerxes is flam 


Suſpicion points the finger at lrius: 
and Artaxerxes hears dreadful conflit 
'Twixt filial duty to revenge his father, 


nctratc 


And brotherly compaſſion tor Darius. 


* 


as OMG @ f Rs 


me 


d. 


x, 


If. 


cry 


. 


gem. O fatal deed thꝰ effet of wild ambition; 
Heaven knows it Artaxerxes lite be fafe. 
Rim. Let fate be bufy in deſtructive ſlaughter ; 
We. bleſt with love, and leuted on the thore, 
Wiil view the deſtin'd fhipwreck. 
em. Think not that love can find a place to 
enter, 
When the fad heart's ſurrounded with misfortunes ; 
Leave me, Rimenes, to my troubled thoughts. 
Kin. Your web. of ſcorn is not to cloſely 
WoYC!l, 
But 1 can fee between each ſubtle thread 
Yet, born to love, undaunted Ii puriue thee : 
Since hope iuſpires m breatt, what you den x F 
Cogratetul maid * Kind tancy (hall ſupply. 


When real joy we miſs, 
'Tis ſome degree of blis 
T' enjoy ideal pleaſure, 

And dream ot hidden treaſure. 
The ſoldier dreams of wars, 
And conquers without ſcars 
The failor in his ſleep N 
Wich ſafety ploughs the decp: 

So 1, thro fancy's aid, | 
Enjoy my heavenly maid, 
And bleſt with thee and love, 
Am greater tar than Jove. 


* >. — 
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den. Ve gods, protectors of the Perſian empire, 
Preſerve my Artaxerxes Vet if he be bleſt — 
emira's ſtate is wretched : Xerxes dead, 
This prince will mount the throne : 
Belov d by me, and rais'd above my hopes, 
The hand which he 1atreated when a ſubject, 
Vacu ſovereign of Perſia he'll diſdain. 


How hard is my fate, How deſp'rate my ſtate, 
When virtue and honour excite, 
To ſuffer diſtreſs, Contented to blets 
The object in whom I delight. 
Let, midſt all the woes, My ſul undergoes 
Tro! virtue's too rigid decree; 
I ſcorn to complain, If the force of my pain 


Awaken his pity for me. 


; 


IS 
[Exit 


SCENE, The Palace. 
Euter Mandane. 
Man, Were do I fly ?—Ah, hapleſs maid, 


Thus in one fatal inſtant, 
Ty loſe à brother, father, and a lover. 


Enter Artaxerxes. 


Artax. Alas, Mandanc— 
Nun. Does Darius live? 
Or are thy guilty hands 
[mbrued in brother's blood? 
irtax. Fain would I ſhun that deed, 
Which, to prevent, I've ſearch'd throughout the 
palace 
For Artaba nes and Darius 
But all in vain 
Alan. Sec, Artabanes comes. 


Euter Artabancs, 
Artax. My friend ! 
Artab. I fourht you, Sir—A!} is accompliut'd 
Artax. Ha—ſfpeak— explain. 
Artab. Vour tather's death revenged, 


| Darius flain, and Artaircrxes now 


Is Periia's King. 
Artax. On, gods! 
Mai.. O dire misfortune! 
Artab. Way that deep ſigh, my liege? "Twas 
vour command. 
Artax. Alas, tis true, the guilt is only ming. 
Artab. What guilt, my ſovereign :! 


| I'was merely juſtice to your murder'd father. 


Lake comtort, Sir; 
And think that in Darius' death 
A wicked, bloody parricide is puniſh d. 


Enter Semira. 


Sem. Oh, Artaxerxes. 
Artax. Say, tair Semira, why this ſeeming joy ? 
Sem. Darius 1s not guilty of the murder, 
Main. What do I hear ? 
Artax. I'm firuck with double horror. 
Sem. TY aſſaſſin is ſecur'd. 
r O quick proceed. 
* > 


5 


Sem. Your watchful centinels, when he had 
leap'd 
The garden wall, o'ertogk him as he fied, 
His deep contuſion, palid countenance, 
And ſword yet recking with the crimion blood, 
Strongly proclaim him guilty. 
Artax. But the name. 


r 


Artax. And thy down-caft confuſion 
Ars. Is ſuired to thc occaſion. 

Rem, This bloody word [ Shewr 27 8 tf 
Ard. Was in the {cabbard when you touk 10 
Pritoner. 

And canſt thou yet deny the cruel d 
Great Sir, I trill afert my innocence, 


* 
dr to 
- 161 * 


dec d: 


Sem. At my requeſt to know it, . wy 2 Audacious boy, thus obftinate in in, 

All hung their heads in ſilence. hy fight's my torment, and this deed my fa 
rieb. Alas, it is mz 1 4 e. Is And docs my father join in my deſtruction! 
Artur. Nutt Art Kg -< then aſcend the tlic e, 


Diſtain' 4 with brothers hood? 
Oh, I ſhall never taſte of peace 
Quick „bring this traitor, that unbounded rage 
May e cute the vengeance he Ceterves—— 
Hold, Artabaues— dear Mandane, ſtay. 
Semira, leave me not in this di: els 
Where is my friend, Arbaces ! 
Arta. He was forbid the court by royal Xerxes, 
For his preſumptuous lo tair Mangene. 
Arta. Fly, bring him to my arms l here 
apvtoive him. 


CI 


vc of t 


Euter Rimenes with Arbaces prejoner. 


Rim, Who in this royal pieſcuce would bclieve 
Arbaces to be gutty : 
„ How! 
My friend! 
Art. d. My : 
My | 9101 {161 
05 2 gods—m7 lover 
W 91 E 
my trend, 
Rather than chus in fetters like a traitor. 
Art. I'm innacent. 
Artax. Om — but that app ar, 
And doubly “ II en dear thee to my love. 
Arb. I am net guilty, that's my only ples. 
This prudent caution aniwers to my 
Wil. [Ad. 
Mar. But vour refeutment "pain! the king 
Arb. Was juit. 
Artax. Didit thou not fly? 
A,. I did. 
Man. This thy refeive 
. Ls requilite, 


- 


ti _ 
DOM. 

RIF lis 
ot) 1. 


41 Thc 14095 © * dea ith I'd niet Vi * trad d. 


—— — 


Artab. Thy father! away, I renounce the ſoft 


claim — 

Thou fpot on my honcur, thou bla? £, 
my fame. 

Let juſtice the traitor to puniſhment bring, 


His father he loſt whcn he murder's 
king 


4 his 

g* [ Ext. 

Arb. Ye crue! gods, 
mitted 

To draw relentleſs vengeance on m; 

Semitra— li{ter—hear me with c. om pa ſhon. 


what crime have 1 com. 


head: 


* ** 't dein. 
Arb. Appearance, I muſt own, 
me, 
uth is on my ſide Im an. 
Artcx. Pray heaven thou may {t ; but till th 
Law 


+. 


is [tion n. 
SS & 


: * 


GET 1G 


You muſt remain 4 yrifoner. [ Ext. 
Arb. AM, der Eimenes, pity my hard fate 
1 
K. | am no traitor's fliend - Adieu. [Frt. 
cir), Beauteous Mandaae, turn at leatt and 
— ar me. 
. av: vou ſae in vain. [Corp 
"© Ray: I > of, omg AEM 
Think an thy former love, 
u. Tis turn d ro hate. 


„ . And vou believe me 
2m convinc'd. 


"low 3 
7 

2uilty : 
Aan. 


Arb. O tnn lovely, too nnkind 
If my lips no credit nnd, 
Pierce my breaſt ; my heart ſhall prove 
Strong in virtuc, ficm in love, : 
Guiltleb, 


— a 4 


1 


— — 3 


4 


Goiitleſs, wretched, left forlorn, 
And worſe than murder” d by thy ſcorn. 
| 'E xXx 8 uarded. 


RECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED., 


Man. Dear and beloved ſhade of my dead f:- 
ther, 
Thee I invoke to ſpirit up my rage, 
Left fond credulity too ſtrongly plead, 
And turn mv purpoſe from a juſt reven ge; 
For, oh, I feel the tyrant love within, 
He rends m breaſt, he ſtruggles for Arbaces ; 
Help me, Kind gods, to tear away his image. 


fly, ſoft ideas, fly; That neither tear nor ſigh 
My virtue = V betray. 

Nature 8 7 ATN C all, A gaverns all, 
A daughter ud obey. 

niy S ! 11 dei: 1 

To hear ce's cries! 

Dare not, fond heart, To take his part, 

ret drive hi, torm away. 


Alas, ICS 


reven C 


[ 7 xt. 


N E, The R:y:21 


Later Artaxerxc A banes. 
5 
re to rne 


OV ON 


tower, 


— $& a ©& & ««_ © $$ ks 


tar. U A R D 8. 5 1 * ” 
And tant conduct 


Avi, Cod my lord: 
Think net the part 1 tondneſe of 2 father 


Arbaces to 


H., urg'd this council. | 

Artax No: tis jültice dictates . 
He 0; e f, ts that he is ! WGOeHih, 
494 


ne his tair truth v. 4 


| nc er till now ſuſpectad; 
Lai { UW 


it dra a 
0 r:conciie the fatete of your {on 
Wah your king's | peace, and the honour of hi 
nr1ne. 
In wtancy, our hopes end fears, 
Were to each other know n; 
And friend thi p in our riper Years, 


fas twin d oui carte in vac. 


(3-349 
$ . 
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O clear him then from this offence; 
Thy love, thy duty prove; 
Reſtore him with that innocence 
W hich firſt inſpir'd my love. 


[ Exit, 


Art. So far my great reſolve ſucceeds, | Aſide. 


Approach, Arbaces, 


F iter Arbaces and Guards. 


And you, his guards, in thenext chamber wait. 
[Exeunt guards. 
Arb. My father! 
Art. Ever watchful to preſerve thee, 


[ arttully have gain'd from Artaxerxes 


The liberty C0 quettion thee : 
Take then this fortunate occaſion, 
And, by a ſceret way, which Ll will ſhew thee, 
Delude the guards, and fly. 
Arb. Sir, my efc ape 

Would rife in evidence to prove me guilty. 

rt. "Lis toil, all 3 | TH e tnee liberty; 
From the king's wrath I tauich thee; and, per- 
haps, 


The public voice hal] call rhee to the throne, 


Arb. What fd vou, Sir? 
Art. ON CT F % C * IS Ku J n 
The PCOT les hatred to ihe rov al blocd : 


Lhe tight of you will fire the mut nous troops, 


Whom ic para to your intere are for. 


' 7 . * * 
Arb. I turn za ichel! Horror's in the thought 
* R © % 
4 zur 2 Ar dog is 11 3 thi 1 tither SC dune : 
Guards, cuter quick, bring me again my chains — 
* THS "___ ne to ny pr way +$- 42 TAAT At. 
> 4 > 
4 4 * 3 * 11 rage. 
Yet calm this tranſport — think on my 
* 
iction. 
S11 teuer —turn—“) grant one Kind adieu. 


4+t CUiworthy boy! I'm deat to tuy requett. 
"ou fy me, 
Iu aner exclaim; 
Alleimtort deny me, 
uns. 


104 —_ 10 
4140 ul 2 
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To pity incline, 
That bears not a part 
In ſorrow like mine. 
Nature's tender ples is vain 
Welcome then my Chains again, 
CG rigour unju lt ! 
O council accurn ! 
Ambition i}! plac'd, 
My virtue diſgrac d; 
The puins I endure, 
Death only can cure. 
Diidaintul you fly me, &c. 
[ Exit with the guards. 


Fntecr Rimenes, 


Rim, Why, my dear f. iend, ſo penſive, fo in- 
active: 
Art. My wayward ſon, that bar to my am- 
bitton, 
At once rejetts both liberty and crowns, 
Kim. Let us away, and force him from the 
cawer. f 
Art. The pre ſent time may better be e:nploy'd, 
Tf Artaxerxes perith by our hands 
Let not my friend betray me. 
Rim. I. my lord! 
Forbid it gruitude Mu abjet Fae 
Cast me Uelou the NOTICY ot m Ip kind, 
Till roar great now'r exalted me to honour, 


Art. Small re "MN PpErce tor thy Ti d fer Ss; 


Then judge if Artabanes loves his friend. 
Aim. My band, my heart, are gu ded by your 
| will. 
Art. I have chſerv'd they paſſion for Semirio—— 
Spare thy confuſion; and et this convince 
Thee of my love Semir2 ihall be thine, 
Rim, Thanks, gracious Sir: my Joy is paſt ex- 
preſſion. 
Art. Come hither, daughter. 


( Seeing Semira 


Euter Semita. 


In this valiane chief 


Bebcld thy lore and huſband. 


No grief can the heart | 


EX X IS. 


Sem. Cruel ſound. 

O, Sir, refſect — Is this a time for nuptialt, 

When my unhappy brother 

Art. Peace, no more. 

"Tis my commund—reply not, but obcy. 

Sem. I tremble—licar me, Sir 
love me, 

Prevent this marriage. 

Rim. Sure Semira mocks me. 

Sem. "Tho by conttraint you ſeize my helpleſ; 
hand, 

My heart ditdains the brutal violence, 

Kim. Give me thy beauty, and reſerve thy 
heart ; 

Thou keep'ſt the worſt, I gain the better part. 


Ent. 
D, if you 


To ſigh and complain, alike I diſdain, 
Contented my with to enjoy; 

I feorn to reſtect on 2 ladv's nevlect, 
Or barter my peace for a toy. 

In love, a+ in war, 1Lugh at a ſcar, 
And it my praud enemy yield, 

The joy that remains, is to lead her in chaing, 
And glean the rich {polls of the held. 


Sew. How many links to dire misfortunc's chan 
Are woven in one day ! 


Enter Mindane. 
Stay. dear Mandanc ——— 
Why tliis haſte ? 
Aan. attend the council. 
| Sem, I'll too attend, it aught within my power 
May help my brother, 
Man. Our views arc different ; thou defir'lt t 
fave him 5 
I ſeek hi death, 
Sem. Is this a language for Arbaces lover; 
| Men. It well becomes the daughter ot 22 
Rerxes. 
Sem. Awav, thou cruel maid ! 
Enforce is crime, and urge his ſpeedy death! 
But firſt prepare vont heart, and quite craſe 
The ſoft remembrance ot your former paſſion, 


—_ — a £ a *. 
Tuc tcuder hopes and tears, Warm vous at 2 


— — —— — 


L 
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Fond ſighs exchang'd, and, laſt, the {weer idea 
Of that dear form which firit inipir'd your love. 

Man, Ah, barbarous Semira, thus to wake 
My guilty pity, rebel to my duty. 


If o'er the cruel! tyrant love, 
A conqueſt 1 believ'd; 

The fAlatt'ring error ccaſe to prove, 
O let me he decerv d. 

Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create; 

What was my pride is now my thame, 
And malt be turn'd to hate. 

Then call not to my wav'ring mind, 
The wezknets of my heart ; 

Which, ah! I feel roo much inclin'd 
To take the traitor's part, [ Ext. 


dem. Which fatal evil ſhall I firſt oppoſe ? 
My princeſs, brother, this deteſted lover, 
The king, my father, all arc enemies ; 
Ard each attacks me in ſome tender part; 
While I exert my por againki the one, 
The others ruſh on my detenceleſs brealt, 


If the river's ſwelling waves 
Overflow their uſual bed; 
Scarce th” affrighted peatant ſaves 
From the flood his homely lid, 
Tho' he ſtop one open thore, 
Where the waters ſwittly glide, 
At an hundred places more 
Ruſhes in th' impetuous tide, Exit. 


SCENE, The Council Chamber, with a Throne, 
Seats n the Side for the Graudees of the Kune 
am, &c. Artaxerxcs. precered Ly (Cnaras, at- 
Furwaras by the Nebles, followed by Nandane, 


Semira, Artabanes, and Rimencs. 


Artex. Ve folid pillars of the Perſian empire, 
Behold me fated to ſuſtain the cares 
Of my paternal throne, and much I'm 7riev'd 
31 my lov'd fathcr'; death fo keavy ies 
Upon my avi-nt friend ; but inc Arbuces 
Denics this <Cculation, let the tattict 


, 


| Aud yet my licart is free ; lin innocent. 


e 9 


Whoſe virtnes have enderr'd him to our favour, 
Be the ſon's judge, to cat him or acquit him: 
In him is veſted all our £-cal power. 
Mau. In him! docs tiricndibip fo prevail o'er 
duty ! 
Artur. Not ſo, Mandane, for his loyal father 
Has double reaton for 1-verity. 
[ ought to vinchcate the death of Xerxes; 
Zut if Arbaces be the criminal, 
His father, with more rigour, will revenge 
His monarchs death, and his own public ſhame. 
Arta. Ah, Sir, what trial! 
Artax. Worthy of thy virtue 


If any think me partial, let him ſpeak. 


Rim. This ſtlence is a gen'ral approbation. 
Sem, My brother comes. 
Man. Ah me 
Artax. Give your attention. 
[1ſrends the throne, the grandees fit. 
Man. | 4fide.) Now prudence guide the reins of 
my atfection. 
Ceaſe, buſy heart, to flutter in my breaſt. 


Eiter Arbaces in chains, guarded. 


Ab, Am 1 G much the hatred of all Perſia, - 
That it unites to witneſs my misfortune ? \ 
My ſovercigu! 

Artix. O Arbacos, call me friend! 
For till thy crime is prov'd, that title's mine: 
But a5 a name {1 tender ill becomes 
Th' impartial judge, thy moſt unhappy cauſe 
L have aſſign'd to worthy Artabanes. 

Arn, My father judge 

[/irtax. Yes, he. 

yh, I'm chilFd with horror. 

Arti), Arvaces, in this preſence thou appear'ſt 
To be the murderer of royal Xerxes. 
The circumitances urg'd are theſe 
That thou hadſt enterrain'd preſumptuous lov 
Of this moſt honour'd priaceſs; 
For which, by Xerxes baniih'd from the court, 
You forght revenge, and tound it in his death. 

Arb. Nay morr, the bloody tword, the time, 

the place, f 

Ind flight contprre to fi the guilt on me: 


Ar tab. 


e 


Artab. Demonſtrate that, and fo appeaſe the Hut know—(O gods) - Take one embrace, ai 


wrath 
Of this offended princeſs. 
Nan. Whether he plead or not, 
He egually i 18 guilt —» \\ here 15 jattice ! ? 
Is this the father that ſhould vindicate 
His murder'd king, and his own pubiic ſhame ? 


Arb. Cruel Mandane! does thy vuice Could cmn 


me? 
Man. Bear up my heart 
Arta. Your juſt refertment 
Spur on my lazy virtuce— 
Let Perſia then, in Artah — ripour, 
Record his juitice and his loyalty — [ 7:4, (tre 
My fon I here condemn gs j—A1 bacts ES. 
Mean. Oh, gods! 
Artax. dust end awhile the raſh d-erce. 
Artabanes given th, 


, princeſs, 


4 


Arta. 
my duty. 
er. Uncataral ſentence! 
Sem. O mhuman father 
Mar. Alas, my tears betray me. 
Arb. Weeps Mindane 
In pity of my cruel deſtiny ? 


Minn. Pleiture may fact a tear as well 15 riet 
Patt, 


Arta. Now I have finiſhed the ern ndge 
Permit, O king, the feelings of « father. 
Pardon. my ſon, the «tie of tyrant duty; 
Suffer with patience, and remembe: this, 
The wee of ev'ry evil is the fear. 

Ard. My paticace, Sir, begins at lat to lea 

me 
Barbarous father (Ah, I lots my life ?) 


Per. 


Herter te itaverxes. 
4 Fs ſigu'd, niy licge—f have tullili's'! 


part. 


Arb. By that helov'd embrace, 
By this my fond adicu, 
Depl me my hapleſs caſe; 
Condemn'd, alas, for you. 
Appeaſe my love, my truth commend, 
3 preſerv „ my king defend. 
My ſentonce [ ol C, 
To tijial virtue true; 
Aud ſcarce have B er to ſay 
| A long and lad adica ! 


. Ah, me! at poor Arbaces' parting 
| tee! the ſtroke of death, 
Arte. Mandance, now I hope you're ſatisß. 4; 
For, at the price of my paternal love, 
| have, to tre vour vengeante, 


Sacrific'd my ſon. 
Man. Sav 40 10 more — 
Avoid my preſence : dare not to view the light 


— ſan or ſtars ; but hide thy crucl head 


Wi hin the deepeſt bowels of the earth. 

Artab. Is then my virtue 

Man. Silence, ivhuman ' 

Artab. Did not Mandane's rage excite my | 
tice ? 

Man. The daughter onght to vindicate the !“ 
ther ; 


gut thon, a father, ſnould'ſt have fav'd my ton 


„er au 12 1 From cheerful day, 


A! 


Adieu 82 7 p. T. us tlic p! { _ {ct oy 
| 1 tus explore here lions roar, 
Artas. I frecze. | -L/16« r eee 
Man. I dic. INES 1 a | c> 8 
Art. Stay, raſh Arhares ! [ Returmns. Tho for fool They wade in blood, 


Where would!t thou go? 
Ar. Ah, 8 ir, forgive your ſom; 
Behold me at your icet—— 
Excuſe the randy: wis of my frantic grief; 
Shed all my blo: od, tis panes wot Compla, 
Eur k {s the h 10 0 h nd 
Artab. Enonoh—O rite. 
Thou ha but too much reafor. to lament : 


that 1.1 'd my death 


Ill to fave their young agree; 
E.'rv creature, Fierce by rature, 
| Harmlets 18 compar'd 10 ther. 


Artie. O, àArtabanes = 

Artat. Lament not, Sir, but leaye cOmpainti 
tome; 

am the moſt unkappy of manxing. 


— 
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Art, 
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tar. My pity meant, affigning him to thee, 
That thy paternal love ſhould tet him free; 
wut thou, a father of affection void, 


y doom of death thy offspring haſt deſtroy d. 


Can ſalt tears or loud lamenting 
Now thy ſentence paſt prevent ; 
Ah, too late is all repenting, 
Tho” with grief thy heart is rent. 
But ſince guiltleſs I believe him, 
[Il his deſp' rate ſtate attend; 
from diſgraceful chains relieve him, 
Aid his flight and tave my triend. 
{Exit with attendants. 


FECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED. 


Aab. At length my foul has room t'indulge 
its griet 
What racking thoughts ſurround the guilty breaſt. 
0 my dear ſon, forgive the piereing woes 
Faich my foul deeds inflit upon thy vonth ; 
| come to fave thee from the jaws of drath, 
dul pay thy virtues with a kingly throne. 


Thou like the glorious ſin, 
Thy fplended courſe ſhall run: 
What tho' the night Obicure his light, 
When priſon'd in the weit; 
The day returns, Again he burne, 


The god of day conteſt, 
Ker M. 
Se EN E, @ Prises. 


Arhaces, in a melancholy poſture. 
HY is death for ever late 
To conclude a wretch''s woe ; 
Thoſe who live in happy flate, 
Feel too ſoon th* untimely blew. 
Euter Artaxerxes. 
tres. Arbaces 


4}. Gracious Heaven, what's this I ſe! 
ral Attaxerxcs deigu to Vilt 


. 


Che wretch Arbaces in this horrid gloom ! 
Artax. Pity and friendihip brought me here te 
ſave thee. 
Arb. To fave me! 
Artox. Yes. That ſecret paſſage leads 
To lite and liberty; then quickly fly——- 
Rember Artaxerxes, and be happy. 
Arb. Your pardon, Sir, the world eſteems me 
guilty; 
Then let me die; your honour, Sir, requires it. 
Happy my exit, having once preſerv'd 
My tovereigu's lite, and now his ſpotleſs honovr, 
Artax. Such noble ſentiments can ne'er proceed 
From guilty minds —Belov'd Arbaces, fy— 
As triend, I beg thee to preferve thyſelf; 
Zut it that faiis—as ſovereign, I command thee. 


| 
[FE xit. 


| Arb. In gratitude to thy exalted triendſhip, 
'I!1 Juit this tcene of horror and Getpalr, 
But oh! thus exil'd, I mall only fly, 

| Reillets to tread the paths oft wilery, 


Water parted from the ſca, 
May increaſe the river's tide ; 
To the bubbling fount may fee, 
Or thro" fertile vallies glide: 
Let in ſcarch of lott repoic. 
Doom d. liK& F.. for.orn to roam, 
S:t:;] it murmurs as it f 
Till it reach its native home. 


3h 3, 


[Fxit. 


That front, iccure in conſcious inno- 


ce: 


| Artax. 


ce, 
harge of guilt: AMiftion's veil 


' Ne ies the ch 


' 
[Can never quite eclipte the inward light, 

That from a noble toul carts forth us ravs, 
| WW hen in the counterance the heart is teen. 


Tho' oft 2 cloud, with envious ſhade, 
Conctal the fac- ot day; 

| The ſun is fill in flames array &, 

His beams immortal, not decay 4: 


Soon the Sem rell retires; 
He darts each powertul ray, 
And light and heat infp'res. 


Futer Artubanes,. ? @ trats c iruturs. 
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zure he ſhould hear my voce hat ho, Arbaces! 
O heavens — Guards, watch the entrance of the 


riſon N 
Till I can find my fon. [ F it. 
Euter Rimenes. 
Rim. Not yet arriv'd! 
Sir, Artabancs ! [ Ext 


Re-enter Artabancs. 
Artab. O unhappy father 
My fon I ſcek in vain—my blood grows chill; 
tear doubt—perhaps in 


Re-enter Rimencs. 


Rim. Artabanes 

Arta. Where is Arbaces ? 

Kim. Is he not with you ? 

Artab. O cruel gods—th' unfortunate has pe- 

riſh'd. 

Rim. Suſpicion always borders on extremes; 
And might not Artaxerxes or Mandan, 
The friend of love, have procur'd his flight? 
What ſtrange dciay 1 th 2—1 ct's tu our taſk; 
Behold the 1 way that leads us to the palace. 

Art. And w hat Treat Et! -nterprilc (hall L accompilih, 
My fon being | loſt” , 

Aim. What, have you then, for noun 
Secur'd the royal « gu: ide; and 1, the troops? 
Determine, Sir: this want Artaxcrxes 
Prepares to take the coronution darch; 
lhe ſacred cup is by your order poituned : 
And ſhall we then 1 butt y —— 

Art. O, my triend— 
Arbaces loft, tor whom ſhould I er gage? 

Kim. Thy fon, Arbaces, from thy of Lexpett 
The throne, it I: ving ; and it dead, revenge. 

Arta. That, that alone recals my flecting ſpirit; 
Lead on, kind friend; my fate depends va thee, 

Kr», Ill lead thee on to joyful victory. 


CR 


O let the danger of a fon 
Exci e vi nd tive ire; 

I he ptoſpect ot a kingdom won 
Should light ambition's fire. 


ö 


SK XX © $ 


To wounded minds, revenge is balm s 
With vigour they engage, 

And ſacrifice a pleaſing calm, 
To a more plaakag rage. 


(Exit with conf] pirateri. 


RECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED. 


Artab. Ye adverſe gods ! y ave found the 00 
wa 
To quell my vaſt ambition; perplexing doubt, 
Whether my ſen yet lives, awakens fe ar; 
And the dire i image of deſpair ſtarts up, 
Unnerves my arm, and checks my daring ſoul. 


O much-lov'd fon, if death - 
Has ſtol'n thy vital Freath, 
I'll ſhare thy hapleſs "Wa ö 
Bot ere the dag gger drinks my blood, 
A murder'd kin g, at Lethe's flood, 
The tidings (hall relate. 
Bid Charon ceaſe from toil, 
And reſt upon his our, 
Till 1 attain the happy ſoil, 


Where we ſhall part no more. Ex.. 


SCENE, Mandane's Apartment. 
Enter Nandane and Semira. 
MTayr, Perha ps the king releas d Arbaces. 


2 Nora — den roy d him. 
Minu. Hos 
2 "Tis known to all; 
In ſecret he reſign'd his wretched life. 
Man, O bapleſs youth—O tidiug: 
death 
Sem, 1 hope your venges nce now is ſatisfied 
Or would you other victims '— Speak, 
Nan. I cannot: 3 
Light carcs ate ever ſoften'd by comp! aint: 
But ſuch 45 mire, arreſt the pow's of ſpecch. 


worſe that 


Sem. Ne'er liv'd a heart more loſt to ſenſe & 
vity : 
All eve 4 Perſia wail his hapleſs fate; 
Bud YOurs are dry. 
The d ceper my affition :; 


[Small i is the grict that vent, itſelf in tears. 
» (6 


— 


EY 
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Pore, 


Up ir xt 


gem. Go, if no! ſatisfied, and feaſt your eves 
Leon the laughter'd {ſpoils of my dear brother; 
With fecret joy, number his bloody wounds. 
Van. Be lilent—leave me. 
gen. Never: while thou liv'ſt 
u haunt thee like a ſpirit, and my wrongs 
all daſh thy hopes with bitterneſs and woe. 
| an. You think me cruel, and denounce re- 
Ven ge 


Ah hon have I deſerv'd thy enmity 2 N 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſotter claim remove; 
Spare a heart that juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 
Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
judge of mine, by thy ſoft breaſt ; 
Nor with rancour, never ending, 
Hep treſh forrows on th' oppreſt. 
Let not rage, thy boſom firing, &c. 


Heaven, that every joy has croſt, 
Ne'er my wretched (tate can mend 
I. alas! at once have loſt, 
Father, brother, lover, friend, 
Let not rage, &e. 


dem. What have 1 done! Alas, I vainly thought, 
D * iT 8 grief, to lellen nry affliction — 


Theft cruel inſults, vented on Mandane, 

Have pierc'd her breaſt, and not reliev'd my own, 

Fiiter Arbaces. 

ard. Not here my ſcarching eyes can find Man- 

dane, 

Fain would my heart, before eternal exile, 
dul ge its fondneſs with a latt adicu. 

dernaps this way—but whither do I wander? 

ks man—O heavenly pow'rs behold her there! 

My ipirits fail me—yct I'll ſpeak—Mandane! | 


F:ter Mandane. 


Man. Ye pow'rs! Arbaces ? and at hberty ! 
a A fr.cndly hand unlock'd my crucl tctters. 
Man. Ah! fly, begone. 

Ari, How exn I part for ever from ſuch beauty ? 


+44 


[ Exit. | 
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Airb. Am I no longer dear to my Mandane ? 

Mau. Thou art become the object of my hate. 

Arb. Barbarous maid ! my death ſhall end thy 
fcorn. 

[ fly to meet my fate—Adieu—for ever. (Cc. 

Man. Hear me, Arbaces. 

Arb, Ha! what torture more? 

Wen. I cannot ſpeak. 

Arb. O heavea ! 

Manu. Fly, fave thyſelf, 

Arb. What means my princeſs ?-ths returns 
ing pity 


Mau. Does not ariſe from love=but fly—and 
live. 
DDr 
Arb, For thee I live, my deareſt; 
But if I meet diſdain, 
For thee, my dear, I'll die. 
Man, How lovely thou appeareſt, 
My bluſhes will explain, 
{ can no more reply. 
Arb. Then hear me. 
Man. No. 
Arz. Jou art——— 
Man, Divide not thus my beart; 
Leave me In pity go. 
Bath. Ye gods, that torture fo, 


Some timely reſpite ſend ; 
When will your torture end? 
| Excunt, different ways. 


SCENE, à Temple and Throne, with a Crown aud 
Sceptre : the Image of the Sun, with a Age 
Altar. 

Artaxerxes, Artabanes, Nobles, c. 
Artax. To you, my people, much belov'd, [ 
Qg er 

Myſelf, not lefs a fatber, than a king: 

Your native r>ghts, your cuttoms, avd your laws, 

With jealous care I ever will mainta.n, 

And raiſe up treaſure in my people's hears, 
Artab. Here is the ſacred cup 

Your folemo oath muſt bind the laſting tic; 

Fulfl th! accullom's lite —and drink thy deb. 


v4 _— : ; . 
21, Ferfidious traitor! what would'it thou 
with me. 


[- Re. 
B Rc 
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\ 
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RECITATIVE ACCOMPANTIED. 
Artcx, Reiplendeat God 


. 
. \ 
. of 
of 0 i , 5 


Thou genial beam, that warms us and cnlig nn, Þ , 


and it my trcaoii LOL. SS | 


1 


7 x . ' ww 1 . 
Look 481 TX. a # * 
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Hive utter'd talthocd, may this wh loſome dau ah: 


Change, as it patles, 1 no deadiy poituns 


E::ter Semira h ſtily. 


Sem, Fly quick, my liege; thuufands of rebel 


tTraops 
3. 3 
Surrourd the palace, ly Rimenes led; 
Your death is plotted, anc Jour are 4s 
A' tix. O gods: 


rt What tear you 1 A) ung le P CIC 
Shall cock this tumult, and protect my king. 
«bf 


Artax. Away, my friend, t 

Eiter Mandane. 
A7 & II EX #2 ther, the 
Artax. Say how, Þ 


Led Oy ral Riment 


5 
Mundane * 
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II Harting to eternal banichment, 
* I f 
alt OP Pas d, an 


Tlis ſingle br. 
In his great m ſter's cauſe : all dro 
Except that dar! ing rebel at their head; 
On him Arb like a hon, flew, 

, 


4 8 


* ' og * 1 3 * — * ' * * 
Clove thro hi: 1elmet, flew him, and reveno'd thee, 
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glory. 


1 . * * _ = 
ne ! Lic - £21 Jof 1 ſr Irm * 
— 7 1 a . . 1 
Forf cars tur clang ot 111 e, 
9 , . * 
An | 1117 k 10 pe ' | U 3 
But it che brazen trum £ 
' $5 | CON % 1 10 0 . ' 
Y U 1 = + ! * 
4 14 44 I . * 14 * 
＋ 4 *. * o . : 
* . 
"#7 X* } ' 9 5 — 0 * 


- a Wo a» 3 fe To It © 


, by whom iwceot April X 


$ corrupted. 
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rehellious Crew are led. 
” ” * ih 4 
i t Y tore 4 the — irc 5 and ent " 4 I, * hen * > a Daces \ 


» Atheir arms. 


4 | S * p my Wy . 7 18 y * — 10 
Valcur ſuppteſt, now fprings 274in to 


; -frtex. O ul my friend—come to my grateſel 


breaſt. 
Man. Vet that my brother moy with! 'etter vr: 
Rew rd this decd. 4110 latisty the g 
us for the blood { 
im. rous flight, and all that AK d tuſpicion. 
{1 3. 17 eeds, not WOrus, 5 Fi cin 1 1 Fc 1! hicarr 
Permit me to be filent— I innoc nt. 
| Artix. Co.. firm it with 2 {© ein 
And of a truth, as Perfta's law 


That veſſel drain d mall be tle flercd pledge 


me FCA Iz», ! E 
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RECTTATIVE A )JMPANIED 


_ Ke ſplendent Go 2 I by V. nom i Set Arr! 
bl: oms, 
. * . * 1 | . 1 
Thou genial beam that warms us ind enlighte. 
* — 


. , * * * 1 
AIFT AD. [ Luce () * 


rette 1 a Aber! 


je J 
Arb. If my treacherous Ups 


124 w 4 4 


* * 4 * 1. AJ _ 2 « ! * = w4- a . 1 
+] tVCUELEC * 14A, may Las. V. io 1. 1 ' l y 
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[1 
| oi 
2 "> 106 a * 112 
\ Change, às it pales 
* * ' 1 27 
Artab. Hold, Nis poiſon. 
1 E 1e Joel? 
| Artax. What fury urg'd thee to ſo vile a deed 


Ma. 133 (340111 
Fs 78 8&7 * Nu iy, wa ta 
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wile, Lilie 81 [tl 44% VV 45 Hit. 
tor thee; 
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- ſpotleſs virtue; 
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I will die tor him: 
My blood is his, and thall atone his erimes. 
Ara. [ ty 195 ty at Tok tue, !! red yourn, 


81 change his fentence into bantſument: 

Mike no re ly, his exile is tor lie 

N — ' . 1 ' N 34 I, = 
Mx. Surc heaven mfipir det reitul decree, 


4 Ce A ] Semira mutt appro? E if 
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Fre oy 


Live to us, to empire live ! 
Great Auguſtus, long may'ſt thou 
From the ſubje& world reccive 
Laurel wreaths t' adorn thy brow. 
Of his conntry ever tree, 
There the royal father ice ! 
To the patron of our laws, 
Pierce the air with loud applauſe. 
Virtue in his foul reſides; 
In his truth the world confides. 
To the Patron of our laws, 
Picrc: the air with loud applauſe. 


Duetto. 


Duel to. 


+ © 
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Pity from the throne deſcending, 
How the monarch it endears ; 
When with juſtice, mercy blending, 
In the king a God appears 
Tyrants claim, with iron ſceptre, 
Duty which our fears impart 3 
But our gentle, kind, protector, 
Monarch reigns o'er every heart. 
Live to us, to empire live 
Great Auguſtus, long may'ft thou 
From the ſubiect world receive 
Laure! wreaths t' adorn thy brow. 
[ Excunt enmes. 
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